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Bnl. I pardon him, as heaucn (hall pardon mcc. 
Dttt. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee : 
Yet am I ficke for fcare : Speakc it againe, 
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twainc, 
But makes one pardon ftrong. 

UhL I pardon him with all my hart. 
Dut. A God on earth thou art. 
'Bui. But for our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that confortcd crew, 
Deftru&ion ftraight fliall dogge them at the heelcs : 
Good Vncklc helpc to order fcuerali powres 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe Traitors are : 
They fliall not hue w ithin this world I fweare, 
But I will haue them, if I once know where, 
Vncklc farewell, and Cofin adieu; 
Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true* 
D#f*Cortie my old fon,I pray he£ucn make thee new. 

Exeunt. 

£nter Ex ton and Seruants . 
Ext. Didft thou not marke the King what words hee 
fpake ? 

Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare : 
Was it not fo ? 

Ser. Thofe were his very words* 
E\\ Haue I no Friend?(quoth he:)he fpake it twice, 
And vrg'd it twice together, did he not ? 
Ser. He did. 

Sx* And fpeakingit,he wiftlylook'd on me, 
As whofhouldfay,I would thou weft the man 
That would diuorcc this terror from my heart, 
Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let's goe ; 
I am the Kings Friend,and will rid his Foe. Exit* 



Eater Richard. 
Rich. I haue bin ftudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where I Hue, vnto the World : 
And for becaufe the world is populous, 
And heere is not a Creature, but my felfe,: 
I cannot do it : yet He hammer't out. 
My Braine, He proue the Female to my Soule, 
My Soule, the Father : and thefe two beget 
A generation of ftill breeding Thoughts ; 
And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the people of this world, 
For no thought is contented. The better fort, 
As thoughts of things Diuinc, are intermixt 
With fcruples, and do fet the Faith it felfe 
Againft the Faith :as thus: Come litle oncs:& then again, 
It is as hard to come, as for a Camell 
To thred the pofterne of a Needles eye. 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlikcly wonders 5 how thefe vaine weake nailes 
May teare a paflage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon wallcs: 
And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content,flatter themfclues, 
That they are not the fir ft of Fortunes flaues, 
Nor fliall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their fhame 
That many haue, and others muft fit there - y 
And in this Th ought, they finde a kind of eafc r 


Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe^ 
Of fuch as haue before indur'd the like. 
Thus play I in one Prifon, many people 
And none contented. Sometimes am ] Kino . 
ThcnTreafon makes me wifli my felfe aBep ' 
And fo I am. Then cruftiing penurie, ^ 
Perfwades me, I was better when i King : 
Then am 1 king'd agatne : and by and by, " 
Thinke that 1 am vn-king'd by Bullingbrooke 
And ftraight am nothing. But what ere I am 
NorI,norany man, that but man is ' 
With nothing fliall be plcas'd, till he be eas'd 
With being nothing* Muficke do I heare? 
Ha, ha? keepe rime : How fowre fweet Muficke i 
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept } ^ 
So is it in the Muficke of mens liues : 
And hfcere haue I the daintineffe of eare, f 
To hcare time broke in a diforder'd firing : 
But for the Concord of my State and Time 
Had nor an eare to heare my true Time broke 
I wafted Time, and now doth Time waftc mc • 
For now hath Time made me his numbrin* clockc • 
My Thoughw.are minutes ; and with Sighes they L 
Their watches on vnto mine eycs,the outward Wat 1 
Whereto my finger, like a Dialh point, ' 
Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from teares. 
Now fir, the found thatrels whathoureit is, 
Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart 
Which is the bell : fo Sighes,and Teares,andGrone$ 
Shew Minutes, Houres,andTimes : but my Time ' 
Run s poafting on, in "Bullingbrookes proud ioy, 
While I ftand fooling heere, his iacke o'tlvClocke, 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, 
For though it haue holpc madmen to their wits 
In me it ieemes, it will make wife-men mad : 
Yetbleflingon hisheart that giues itrne; 
For 'tis a figne of loue : and loue to Richard^ 
Is aftrangc Brooch, in this all -hating world. 
Enter Groome. 

Groo. HailcRoyall Prince. 

Rich. Thankes Noble Pcere, 
The che*peft of vs, is ten groates too deere. 
What art thou ? And how com'ft thou hither? 
Where no man euer comes,but that fad dogge 1 
That brings me food, to make misfortune Hue ? 

Groo. I was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer't King .who trauelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length haue gotten leaue 
To looke vpon my(fometimes Royall) matters face. 
O how it yern'd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets, that Coronation d3y, 
When Bullingbrookevo&c on Roane Barbary, 
That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid, 
Thai horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell mc gentle Friend, 
How went he vnder him ? 

Groo. So proudly,as if he had difdain'd the ground. 

Rich. So proud, that Bullingbrooke was on his backe; 
That lade hath eate bread from my Royall hand* 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ftumble? Would be not fall downe 
(Since Pride muft haue a fall) and brcake the nccke 
Of that proud man, t!>ae did vfurpe his backe ? 
For giuenefle horfe : Why do I raileonthec, 
S nc<* thou created to be aw'd by man 
Was't borne to beare? I was not made a horfe, 

Aim 
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e a burthen likeanAffc, 

{i t A Mv Lord, *ilf pleafe y*i to fall roo ? 

U lJjA tord! not : Sir fierce 6i t%zofi, 

f 't rf l/c^efroflbtl^g,corBm|n^ the contrary. 

Paticcisft^c^ndlarnwcary^fi:, 
Vf. Helpc.helpc.hclpc. . 

--■--fyterE^ronrand Seruants. 
How now?what mcanes Death in this nidc afblt? 
V Siine thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths inftrumenc, 
Githou'andfillanotherroomeinhelL 
u ° . Extort frikes htm downe. 

Thathan4M' *> urne *? Wrenching foe, 
iLft^ecH thus my perfon. hxton^ fierce hand, 
Hath with th e Kin g s "blood, ibir/d the Kings own Sand. 
Mount, mount my ioule, thy feate is vp on high, 
uMmmv'^roffc flefh finkcsJownwartl^eerc todye. 

Rotbbaael fpilt : Oh would the deed were good. 

f or now the diuell, that told me i did well, 

Saves, that jhis'deede is chronicled in hell. 

This dead King to the liuing King lie beare, 

Take hence the reft, and glut them buriall heere. Exit. 


Sccena Quinta. 


f fti^ f-. ' ■•'it: ->nA 

flour ifr. . Enter Tiultingbrookt, York* pith 
other Lords cr attendants. 
0, Kinde Vnklc Yorke, the lateft newes we heare, 
Is tha t the Rebels haue confutn'd with fire f 
Our T^vvneofCiecter inGloucefterft-iirc, 
But whether they be tane or flaine, we beare not. 

Enter Northumberland* 
Welcomei/ny Lord : What is the newes? 

Nor. Bn4tothy Sacred State, wifii I ail happinefle : 
The t new^s is, I haue to London fent 
The heads olStilsbury ,5 'fencer jBlmt^iii Kent: . 


The manner of their taking may appearc 
At lat:gediteourfedii\thi$paper heere ^ , ., 

BuiiWc thank theegentle Percy for thy paincs, 
And to thy wortK-w-tlladde right worthy gaines, 
.' ' ' ISnter: ^f^'^terr^^J^^^ 
'Fit/: My Lord ,1 haticfro^^ Oxfotdfent to London, 
. The heads of BrdcW^i Sir BennetSeelj, , 
j Two ofthedanger6u4conft>rtedTra|ors ? 
That fovghiat Oxford, thy dire cruerlhrov^r 

But! Thy paines fh^aters RMimt be forgot, 
Right Noble is thy merit, welt 1 wot. 
' ' Zni;r Percy 4>$C*rnie> . 
Per. The grand Coofpirator, Abbot of Weftminfter, 
With clog of Confcience, and fowre McianehoSlv, 
Hath ycelded vp his body to the graue : 
But hecrc-irCar/zfe, iruin^ to abide 
Thy Kingly doqme,and fentence of his pridev 

Bul. fiirhle, this is your doome : 
Choofe out fome fecrec place, fome reuerend roome 
More then thou haft, andwith it ioy thy life 1 
So as thou.li'yft.in peace, dye free from A rife : 
For though mine enemy, thou haft euer beene, 
High fparkes of Honor in thee haue I feene. 

Enter Ext on with a Coffin. 
Exton., Great King, within this Coffin I prcfcnt 
Thy buried feat c. Hcerein all breathleife lies 
The mightieft of thy greateft enemies 
Richard of Burdeaux, by mc hither brought. 

UttL Exton^ I thanke thee net, for thou haft wrought 
A'dccde of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand, 
Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 

£Ar.From your owne mouth my Lcrd 3 did I this deed. ; 
*Bul. They loue not poyfon, thacdopoyfonnecde, 
Nor do I thee : though I did wiflb him dead, 
I hate the Murtherer, loue him murthered. 
The guilt ofconfeience take thou for thy labour, " \ 
But neither my good word, nor Princely fauo'ur. 
With faine go wander through the fh ade of night, 
And neuer lliew thy head by day, nor light. 
Lords, I proteft my fouje is full of woe, 
That blood £hould fprinklc me, to make me grow. 
Come mournc with me* for that I do lament, 
And putonfullenBlackc incontinent: 
He make a voyage to the Holy-land, 
To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand. 
March fadly after, grace my mourning heere, 
In weeping after this vntimely Beere.y Exeunt m 
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